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Summary 


Quackity and Wilbur have a predawn talk, featuring fire, one-uppance, and just a little bit of 
masochism. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Quackity’s not used to getting up this early— before the sun rises, before even Foolish is 
awake, but when he’s kept awake by nightmares most nights, he’d rather do something 
fucking productive with it, instead of staying in bed trying to fall back asleep. 


Not that taking a walk is all that productive, but his memories-turned-nightmares have left 
him too rattled for much else. 


He’d slept in his dress shirt, so he pulls his suit coat on over it, buttoning it to try and hide the 
wrinkles, grabbing his shoes and white cane before storming out the door. He isn’t really sure 
what it is that’s made him angry, not that it’s uncommon for him, but he makes sure to slam 
the door on his way out. 


Las Nevadas is glorious in the predawn light, and Quackity can’t bring himself to care as he 
heads around the perimeter, not bothering to deal with the few mobs that’ve spawned in the 
mostly-lit areas. If he’s lucky, maybe one will sneak up on him. 


That train of thought drifts away eventually as he leaves Las Nevadas for the greater SMP, 
but his hands still curl into fists, teeth clenched as tight as his crooked jaw will let him. 


Quackity passes abandoned restaurants, stores with weathered “OPENING SOON” signs 
tacked next to fraying red ribbons. He passes craters in the earth, creeper holes 
indistinguishable from the marks of TNT. He nearly passes a burnt-out building surrounded 
by the charred skeletons of birch saplings, set ablaze before they had the chance to fully 
grow. Something stops him, though, from storming by. He changes course for the building, 
readying a diamond axe. 


Whatever threat he’d imagined, though, vanishes at the sight of Wilbur Soot. 


The man’s curled up beneath his shitty old coat, poking morosely at a tiny, weak fire. It 
reminds Quackity of the Pogtopia days, almost. The calm before the storm. 


He steps forward, cane swishing through the ashes, and Wilbur looks up. Closer to him, 
Quackity can see the missing arm of his glasses, dried flecks of red from a nosebleed poorly 
cleaned up. 


“Quackity.” 


“Damn, Wilbur. Is this where you’ ve been staying?” The light-hearted comment doesn’t land, 
and as Wilbur looks up with a start, Quackity realizes he was right. In addition to the coat, 
Wilbur’s duffel bag is laid out on the ground like a pillow, an enderchest tucked towards the 
back. The floor looks as if someone’s tried to sweep the ashes away, and Quackity feels 
momentarily guilty for tracking more around. 


“Damn,” Quackity says again, for lack of anything better to say. “You look like shit.” 


“Thank you.” Wilbur grins, eyes empty, and Quackity’s gaze catches on a chipped tooth. 
Surely he would have remembered that, if not the rest of Wilbur’s state, the night they spent 
together just a few weeks ago? He sits down at the fire across from Wilbur, folding his cane 


but not bothering to tuck it away, and rummages around his pockets for his old ram’s-head 
lighter, tossing it to Wilbur. 


“This has gotta be the shittiest fire I’ve ever seen, man.” 
Wilbur catches the lighter easily, flicking it on. 


“What am I supposed to do with this? You don’t light campfires with lighters.” The little 
glowing flame bobs up and down, softly illuminating Wilbur’s face. 


“Put a different piece of wood on fire or something, then put that in the fire, I don’t care.” 
Quackity leans over the fire, blowing into it. It sends embers swirling up into their faces. 
Both Wilbur and Quackity flinch, before sharing a bitter laugh. 


“Right pair of fuckups we are,” Wilbur half-whispers, and Quackity snorts. 


“Speak for yourself, man. I’m living the fucking dream.” The sarcasm 1s bitter on his tongue, 
and he fiddles with the buttons on his coat sleeves just to have something to do. 


“Right. How’s the family?” Quackity wants to claw the damn smirk off his face, but restrains 
himself to verbal attack only. 


“T could ask you the same thing. Haven’t seen Tommy around you much, not recently.” 
Unconsciously, Wilbur’s hand drifts to his nose, scrubbing at his lip for the last of the dried 
blood. “He s the one who finally fuckin’ hit you in the face?” Quackity giggles. It’s forced. 
“Good for him, growing a spine and all.” 


Wilbur tosses the lighter back at Quackity, and he’s not sure if it’s his fucked depth 
perception or if Wilbur was trying to hit him, but the damn thing flies past his waiting hand, 
bounces off his head and lands in the fire. 


“Shit!” Quackity’s reaching in before he realizes what he’s doing, fumbling around in the 
flames for the lighter. He shoves it out of the fire, too hot to grab, and sees Wilbur watching 
frozen, stricken look on his face. 


“Holy hell, Quackity.” 


They lock eyes for a moment more, before Wilbur’s leaning forward, taking Quackity by the 
wrist and peering at his hand, shifting to Quackity’s side of the fire. 


“That looks like it’s gotta hurt.” 


“Maybe I like the pain.” Quackity’s voice cracks on the last word, and he turns his head away 
from Wilbur, stray hair slipping over his shoulders. Wilbur brushes it back with his free hand, 
tucking it behind Quackity’s ear. 


“Not everything we like is good for us.” Wilbur trails his fingertips over Quackity’s already- 
blistering palm, and Quackity inhales sharply, exhales shakily. 


“Nothing is, I think.” Quackity’s voice is quiet, just barely gravelly with pain, and he can feel 
Wilbur catch his breath at the sound. “Are you going to do something about it?” 


Wilbur snorts, caught off-guard. “What, you expect me to be able to fix that for you?” 


“Not that, you goddamn fool, my hand!” Quackity waves the appendage in Wilbur’s face, 
breaking the moment. Just as well he did; Quackity doesn’t think he’d’ve been able to hold 
himself back from the tension much longer. 


Wilbur scrambles up, standing a few feet from Quackity. His expression is absolutely 
stricken, though neither really knows why. 


“Just a second, yeah. I’ve got the shit in my bag.” He stumbles over, roughly grabbing up his 
bag and returning to sit beside Quackity, motioning for the man to face him. Quackity does 
so, and Wilbur takes him gently by the wrist, inspecting his hand in the dim predawn. “I’m no 
fucking doctor, this is just for now, okay?” 


Quackity nods, looking everywhere but Wilbur as he tries not to flinch. Wilbur cleans and 
wraps his hand in potion-soaked gauze rougher than he has any right to be, only letting up 
slightly when blood and pus start to seep through the bandages. Wilbur finishes awkwardly 
with a pat to the back of Quackity’s hand. 


“Aren’t you gonna kiss it better?” Quackity grins, eyes hard with some kind of humor. 
Wilbur simply smiles, bringing Quackity’s knuckles to his lips. 


“How could I forget.” 


Quackity blinks. Wilbur smirks. His triumph is cut off with a yawn, however. Quackity 
giggles. 


“Don’t fall asleep yet, dearie. You’re walking me back to Las Nevadas.” He shoves the 
lighter into his pocket and stands in a single motion, unfolding his cane with practiced ease. 


“Tam?” 


“You are. I hope you don’t mind taking the long route, I hear Kinoko Kingdom’s particularly 
scenic this time of year.” 


Wilbur’s face lights up in understanding as Quackity loops his arm through Wilbur’s. The 
two set off as the sun drags itself into the sky, and if they feign a softer relationship than they 
have, any onlookers would be none the wiser. 


End Notes 
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